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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first attempt at writing Dave and David. To their long time fans, please accept my apologies if | 


screwed this up. Any and all feedback is so very welcome. 


Inspired by a photo | saw of Dave wearing this shirt. | decided there should be a cute story behind how he 
acquired it. 


"| DON'T GIVE A FLYING FUCK AND IF YOU BRING IT UP ONE MORE TIME, | WILL COME DOWN THERE AND 
SHOVE MY SIZE ELEVEN SO FAR UP YOUR ASS, YOU'LL CHOKE ON MY SHOELACES, DO YOU UNDERSTAND 
ME??" 


David rolled over and grumbled. It was 8:30 in the morning, who could have possibly pissed him off this much 
already? The bassist had two choices. He could pretend to still be asleep, although Dave knew by now that, 
when he yelled like that, it was like David's internal alarm clock. He didn't have to hear it, he felt it. Or he could 
get up, shuffle out of the bedroom and try to sooth the fiery beast that was his roommate. 


Sometimes David got cinged when he tried to quell the fire. But it was always the choice he picked. 


"Dave?" He called, quietly at first. A little louder as he wandered down the hall, toward the kitchen. "Dave, you 
okay?" 


"Hrrmph." was his good morning greeting. 
"Who were you talking to?" 
"Don't worry about it" 


"Ya okay?" David asked as he poured a cup of coffee. Noticing none in front of Dave, he poured another and 


set it down. Automatically, he turned to the fridge and drew out the milk, setting it near Dave, also. 

"Fine" 

"You can talk to me if-" 

'| said fine!" Dave glared at him with those mesmerizing eyes the color of warm caramel. They always 
reminded David of fall back home with the colored leaves and caramel apples. And the thought always made 
him smile. 

"What the hell are you grinning at?" 

"Nothing." David lowered his gaze to his coffee, the smile still intact. 


"What the fuck is so funny?" 


"Nothing, forget it” David knew better than to torment Dave when he was already pissed off but he was also 
afraid to tell the man he loved his eyes. Roommates don't tell each other shit like that. 


"Goddamn it, Junior!" Dave rose from his chair and stomped around the table. 


"All right! | was just smiling because | like the color of your eyes!" And as soon as he said it, he bolted back to 


his bedroom. 


Dave's mouth fell open, ready to volley a stream of curses at his friend but the admission left him speechless. 


‘Did he just say he likes my eyes? Junior said he likes my eyes. What about them? 
"Junior?!" The redhead rapped on his roommate's closed bedroom door. "What about them?" 


"What?" A tiny voice from the other side of the door asked. 


"You heard me! Open the door." 

"No, | -uh- | can't. I'm.naked. I'm naked. Go away." 
"Open the fucking door before | rip it off the hinges.” 
Silence. 


‘What the hell am | doing? Why do | need to know so bad why he likes my eyes? Go away. Leave him alone: 
Dave thought. 


The doorknob slowly turned and clicked, the door swung open a couple inches. "Tell me who was on the phone." 


David began. “And I'll tell you what | love about your eyes." 
"No. You'll tell me why you said that about my eyes and | won't tell you who was on the phone." 


"You got a real way with people, Dave Mustaine. A regular people person, that's you. You have a long career in 


politics ahead of you." 

"Shut up." 

"The color of your eyes reminds me of caramel apples." David muttered under his breath. 
"What?" 

"Caramel apples! You know, at Halloween" 

| know what caramel apples are, Junior. Why, though?" 

"Just the color, okay?" 


Dave considered this. The kid had looked at his eyes long enough to draw a comparison to caramel apples. Could 


be worse, he supposed. He grunted what he meant as a thank you and walked back down the hall. 


"When someone compliments you, it's polite to say thank you!" David called after him. "A real people person, 
Mustaine." 


Dave turned on his heel and glared at David, who slammed the door with a squeak. Dave swore he heard 
giggling after that and he grinned, shaking his head. ‘Silly kid. And to think they just told me to get rid of him. 
No fucking way: 


David took a shower and continued to think about Dave and his eyes and how he diffused yet another Mustaine 
time bomb. He was feeling pretty good about himself and about Dave and he let a soapy right hand do what a 


soapy right hand could do in the shower. It wasn't the first time he'd done such a thing. But he knew there 
was a difference between telling Dave he had nice eyes and telling Dave he beat off in the shower, thinking 
about him. When he dressed and dared venture out of his bedroom again, he found Dave sitting on the couch, 
staring vacantly at the cartoons on the small, beat up TV. His legs were flopped open, stretched out in front of 
him, he had the fingers of his left hand pushed just inside the waistband of his jeans. His beautiful, long hair 
splayed against the back of the ugly, flower patterned couch. He and Dave found that out in the parking lot one 
day. It had an awful stink to it but they needed somewhere to sit so they hauled it up the flight of stairs and 
into the apartment. David still chuckled over the image of Dave falling on his ass at the top of the steps and 
the stinky couch landing on his groin. The redhead's eyes were lidded and he had a joint in his right hand. 


"Dave?" 

Hm?" 

"Gonna go out, wanna come?" 

"Nope" 

"Okay, get ya anything?" 

"A million bucks and a big tittied blonde." 

"Coming right up. Be careful you don't fall asleep and burn the place down 
"Sure thing, Mommy. Now get the fuck out 


It was a brash, not-well-thought-out thing to do but David couldn't resist. He reached a shaking hand out and 
ruffled Dave's hair. 


Dave growled and batted the kid's hand away. "Asshole." He grumbled. 

David giggled again and closed the door softly behind him. 

It was after seven that evening when David returned. He found the TV still on and Dave passed out on the 
couch. He put the bag of Italian take out on the table and carried the other bag in his hand to the couch. 
David knelt on the floor and gently shook Dave's shoulder. 


"Hey. Food. | got food. Wake up, Dave." 


A growl and the slumbering body rolled over to face the back of the couch. That didn't last very long, though, 
before another grumble and an "Ugh, shit" 


"Still stinks like ass, huh?" David laughed. 


"Yeah." Dave replied slowly. "I think there might be something dead in this thing." 

"This thing IS dead." 

"What time is it?" 

"Almost eight. Come and eat, you must be starving." 

"Thanks, Junior." Dave actually said so very warmly that David stared at him in wonder. 
"What?" 

"Nothing. |, um, | got you something." 

"What?" Dave gave him a confused look as he reached for a cigarette. 

"Don't light that, you're going to eat in a minute." 


"Quit telling me what to dol" Dave rose to a sitting position and absent-mindedly set one foot on either side of 
David, who still knelt on the floor. The bag he had sat on his thighs. "What is that?" 


David presented it to Dave with both hands, holding it out so proudly. "Open it. I'm sorry it's not the million 
dollars or the blonde you asked for, though." 


"Junior." 

"Open it" He repeated and gave it a shake as if to entice Dave. 

"Fine. Give it to me." He ripped it from David's hands and jerked the bag open He pulled out a black t-shirt and 
unfolded it. David couldn't see his face as the shirt was held between them but he was sure he heard a single 
huff. 

"| saw it and immediately thought of you." 


A grunt was his reply. 


because you are a fucking people person, aren't you, Dave?" The bassist planted a hand on each of Dave's 


knees and hoisted himself off the floor. "Now, eat before it gets any colder." 


‘Do | look like a fucking people person? it said Dave let his ginger hair fall over his face to hide his smile. 
Nobody else would ever allow Dave to spout off the way Junior allowed him to and still bring him presents and 
feed him and look after him. Dave Mustaine may be a lot of things but a fool ain't one of them. He knew a 


good thing when he spotted it and having a friend like Junior was a very good thing. He dared glance over at 
the other man, who was humming happily as he pulled containers of food from the bag. Dave didn’t realize 
David could see him in the reflection of the shiny, steel toaster on the counter top. 

‘He likes it! David's humming picked up in tempo. 

David hadn't forgotten about the shirt but he was a little hurt when it appeared that Dave had. He must have 
thrown it in the corner of his room and forgotten about it. Well, what did David expect, right? It was, 
essentially, a gag gift, a way to tease Dave. It didn't matter that David spent the last ten bucks to his name on 
it, seeing Dave's smile reflected in that toaster was worth ten million bucks. 

He was twisting his torso back and forth, his bass guitar thrown over his shoulder, cradled in one hand. He 
stretched one knee and then the other. He and Gar stood backstage simply waiting on Dave. Most likely he was 
just getting in one last toke before they took the stage. David's back was turned when Dave approached. 

"You fuckers ready?" 

David spun around and a surprised gasp escaped his lips. "You're wearing it!" 

"Yeah. So?" 

"You cut the sleeves out? Dave.." 

"l'm wearing it, ain't |?" 


David grinned. 


"Let's gol" Dave used an arm around David's shoulders to yank the kid toward him. He pressed a kiss to David's 
temple and said, very articulately, "Thank you.” 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
| didn\'t mean to do this. Really. | didn\'t. It just happened. 


David came barging through the front door to the apartment, immediately yelling for Dave. he found the 
redhead in the kitchen, making a sandwich. They could actually afford to put more than beer in the 


refrigerator now. 


"Hey! Look at this!" The kid bounced into the kitchen, a magazine in hand, his face was red and damp with 


excitement. "I ran all the way home, | couldn't wait for you to see it!" 
"See what? What are you going on about?" 


"Look!" And he thrust the magazine into Dave's hands. Then waited impatiently for his roommate to read the 
page. 


"Ah, that's cool" Was all he said. 
"Cool? Its freaking awesome!" Without thought, David threw his arms around Dave's neck. "I'm so happy!" 


Dave was not a touchy-feely person Not by a long shot. But he couldn't deny that the kid's exuberance made 
him smile and melted his heart. He gave the kid a quick pat on the back and then extracted himself from his 


grip. 
"We should go out and celebrate tonight! Can we?" 
"Sure, we can" 


‘lm going to call my parents!" And David bounced out of the room. Dave heard an excited, "YESI!" as David 
made his way back to his bedroom. 


The grin still plastered to his lips, Dave glanced down at the page again Rolling Stone gave the record a good 


review. The truth was Dave was more amused by David's excitement than anything else. 


He stood in the doorway of the tiny, cramped bathroom and watched his bassist preening himself. "Could you 
hurry the fuck up? You're worse than a chick!" 


"IFs a big night, | just want to make sure | look okay!" 


"You look fine. Can we go?" 

David grinned and giggled under his breath. "You think | look fine?" 

"Shut up. You know what | meant." Dave reached out and shoved the kid's shoulder. He hung back a step, behind 
David. As hard as he tried not to, he gave the kid a long look. His long, golden brown hair was feathered 
perfectly. His back tapered nicely into narrow hips. But Junior's ass.. Dave squeezed his eyes closed and shook 
his head. ‘Stop. What the hell are you thinking? 

"Can we take a cab?" 


"Junior, its only seven blocks." 


| know but come on, we should roll up in a cab. We got a bit of money now. We don't have to walk anymore! I'll 


pay for the cab, you buy the first round” 

"Fine 

The taxi pulled up in front of the Roxy and the two men stepped out onto the curb. David paid the $5 fare. 
"See? Just five bucks and now we're here. Better than walking, right?" 


Dave shook his head and walked ahead of David, who scampered to reach his friend's side again. They didn't 


have to wait to get in, the bouncer recognizing them as regulars. 

The older man approached the bar and ordered two bottles of Heineken when David interrupted. 

| don't want beer tonight. | think I'll have a glass of whisky." 

Dave stared at him. 

"What? | want something different! This is a celebration, remember?" 

"Fine. But if you get sloppy drunk, you're on your own" 

"Okay, Dad!" David teased him. 

Three glasses later, David was swaying. Four later, he was wobbling. Five later, he was struggling to keep up 
with Dave as they made their way into the alley. Dave wanted to smoke a joint with a couple guys he met in 


the hall by the men's room. David leaned against his friend and groaned. 


"Fucking light weight, | told you not to have the strong stuff" Dave grumbled and shoved David off of him. 


"know. M'sorry." And David leaned into him again. He lingered around Dave's neck, feeling the warmth of his 
hair on his cheeks. The scent of Dave's light shampoo mingling with the musky, smoky scent that was just 
Dave filled his nose and tickled at his groin It urged him to get closer, somehow, until his nose touched the 


skin under Dave's ear. 


"What the fuck are you doing? Come on, get offa me!" Dave growled, using every ounce of self control he had 
to push David away from him. The way his breath had felt against his neck was wrong. He denied that he had 
felt anything at all. It was wrong. 


"Look at you two. Do you want to be alone?" One of their new friends commented, giving a sarcastic sneer. 
"Shut the fuck up, okay? The kid's wasted. He's a fucking light weight" 

"Of course he is. Look at him. He's a woman." 

"Shut up." 

"Honestly, | don't blame you for hooking up with him. | bet he even has a pussy, doesn’t he?" 

"Shut the fuck up, | said" Dave growled, his face contorted into his own sneer and his eyes glowed with rage. 


"Lets see." And the man approached David, reaching for his jeans. David scowled at him and tried to bat his 


hands away. 


Just before the guy pressed David against the bricks of the building, Dave grabbed at his shoulders and 
yanked him backwards. The other guy threw an arm around Dave's neck and squeezed. The two men pushed 
Dave to the ground and started kicking him but he thrashed and swung his own fists, landing a few blows. 
David, meanwhile, had sobered up rather quickly at the image of his Dave being beat upon. David managed to 
hook his hands under one man's armpits and pull him away from Dave, giving the redhead the moment of 
freedom he needed to get to his feet. Once Dave was on his feet, he was unstoppable and he'd punched the 


other man three or four times in the face before he fell, unconscious. 


‘Oh, you want some of me, do you?" the man leered at David, who swung listlessly, landing inconsequential 
blows to the man's chest. He pushed David against the wall. He planted one hand against David's throat and 
another against his groin and squeezed both very roughly. 


"Dave!" The kid managed to squeak out. And then stood, still pressed against the wall, as he watched his friend 
pull him away beat the man to a pulp. Punch after punch after punch, it was as if Dave had become a 
machine, intent on killing. He had the guy down on the ground, flat on his back. Dave straddled over him, one 
knee in a dirty, dank puddle of something that wasn't quite water. One hand clutched the man's hair while he 
continued punching him in the face. That man had passed out some time ago but Dave didn't stop hitting him. 


"HEY!" Another man yelled from the end of the alley. 


David was awakened from his trance and reached for Dave. "Dave! Dave! We have to go! Come on! Dave, 


please!" 


He didn't even acknowledge that David was clawing at his shoulders, urging him to get up, off the man he had 


beat senseless. 
"DAVE!!!" David shouted now, yanking the redhead as hard as he could. 
Dave swung around and glared at David, his right fist cocked and ready to strike again 


David resisted the urge to flinch away from the wide-eyed, crazed look on his face. "It's me, its Junior. Come 


on, we have to go now!" 


The two men ran the entire seven blocks back to their apartment, darted up the stairs, crashed through the 


door and slammed it behind them. They stood, bent at the waist, panting. 
"Are you okay?" David asked quietly as he turned on a lamp. 
"l'm fine." Dave muttered. 


But when he finally stood up straight, he wobbled and David immediately rushed to his side, clutching him 


around his waist. 

"Oh, fuck, Dave." 

"What?" 

"You're bleeding.” 

Dave rubbed the back of his hand over his nose and pulled it away. Sure enough, it was covered in blood. 

'Itll be fine. l'm gonna lay down" and he stumbled down the hall to his bedroom. 

David followed and watched Dave flop onto his bed. He entered the room and gently pulled one of Dave's legs up 
and untied his sneaker. Then removed the other. He brought a warm, wet rag from the bathroom and washed 
Dave's face. His head naturally inclined into the soothing feel of the warm cloth and David's soft hands. 

"That guy..?" David began. 


"Wanted to fuck you." Dave grumbled without opening his eyes. 


"He was gonna..2" 


"Right there in the alley” 
David fell silent as he mulled all of this over. His fingers found themselves wound through Dave's hair 
"But you wouldn't let him" 

‘Course not” 

"Why?" 

"What do you mean why? | wouldn't let anybody fucking hurt you like that, Junior. 

"Why? 


Dave opened his eyes this time and found David hovering over him, gazing at him so lovingly, his fingers 


stroking his hair away from his forehead. 
"Stop asking me stupid questions, Junior. You know why." Dave finally said as he closed his eyes again. 


David grinned. He left Dave's side momentarily to rinse off the rag. When he returned, he used it to clean off 
Dave's hands. Daringly, he raised Dave's left hand and pressed his lips into his open palm. 


He stood and looked at the door. He didn't want to leave, he wanted to crawl into bed beside Dave. Even if it 
was just to reassure himself Dave would be okay. Even if it was just to reassure himself that Dave would 
keep him safe. David shrugged. If Dave got mad to find him in his bed, he could always blame it on being drunk 
With a quiet chuckle over his brilliant plan, he kicked his shoes off and slid into bed next to Dave. 


"Thank you." David breathed softly against his friend's ear. 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
| saw a quote from Dave where he said he liked Elton John when he was a kid, so. 


As soon as David told him goodbye and he heard the front door close, Dave stood in the middle of the living 
room, holding his breath. 


"Just count to sixty, make sure he doesn't come back for something.” He told himself. 


When sixty seconds were up, Dave scurried into his bedroom, yanked open the third drawer of his chest, dug 
underneath a stack of t-shirts, and pulled it out. He felt like he had to hide it because it was a guilty pleasure. 
It was definitely something a hardened, cynical asshole like himself should not have. Dave held it up and looked 
at it with a grin on his face. Why did it bring him such happiness? Why did it make him feel carefree and 
jubilant? He didn't know. Didn't want to stop and figure it out. He only wanted to have these few precious 


moments to let loose. 


Dave slipped it into the pocket of his shorts as he cautiously made his way back to the living room. As if 
Junior was going to walk back in at that moment. Dave picked up his brand new, large radio with the double 
cassette decks and set it on top of the television. Pulling the cassette from his pocket, he slid it into the 
player and pressed the rewind button. 


He listened to "Have Mercy on the Criminal", "I'm Going to be a Teenage Idol", and "Texan Love Song" before 
finally getting to his favorite. Dave stood up, then, at the first moments of the keyboard introduction. Soon, his 
brain turned off and his body took over, finding the natural beat and bop in the song. He began, softly, to sing 
along as his feet took him around the room. By the end of the first verse, he was singing very loudly and his 
hips were swaying and his feet were moving. This! These silly moments in private when he didn't have to be 
Dave Mustaine, always on his guard, always tensed and ready to explode. These are the moments that kept 
him somewhat sane. A fleeting thought popped into his head. What would Junior think of him if he knew? 


Dave was about to find out. 


David heard the song as he made his way up the steps to their front door. He wondered who, in their shitty 
building, was listening to Elton John. As he moved closer and closer to his own door, he realized it was coming 


from inside his own four walls. Dave? Elton John? No fucking way. 


He quietly opened the door and poked just his head in. He almost burst into laughter at the sight before him. 
There was Dave in nothing but a pair of gym shorts, in the middle of the living room with his back turned, his 
ass shaking as he belted out Crocodile Rock. David opened the door and slipped the rest of his body in, closing 


it in silence behind him. He watched Dave for several seconds, marveling at the way his friend was cutting 


loose and relaxing. David could literally see Dave's hard shell melting away. Just as the first ‘La la la las" began, 


David piped up, singing along. 


The redhead whipped around, saw David standing with his back against the door and briefly froze. Then he 
lunged for the radio, about to turn it off. David pushed off the door and crossed the room. He wrapped fingers 


around Dave's wrist and shook his head. 
"Don't turn it off. | like it" 
"Junior, don't fucking sneak up on me like that!" He roared. 


"| didn't" David smiled, not about to be intimated by the redhead's roar. And when the second verse started, he 


started singing along, trying to coax Dave to resume singing. His eyes twinkled as he gazed at his roommate. 


David realized he'd never get Dave to lower his guard again by keeping a close proximity to him so he moved 


away, doing a little dance of his own as he sang. At the chorus, he finally heard Dave's voice again 
"0h Lordy Mama, those Friday nights, when Junior wore his dresses tight.” 


David let out a laugh when he turned around just in time to be caught in Dave's arm. The older man wrapped 
on arm around David's back and clasped his hand with the other. The two men danced around their living room, 
laughing and singing Crocodile Rock Now, David had wondered if there'd ever be a moment when he felt Dave 
touch him. He never wanted to wish for it but he'd imagined all sorts of scenarios. Dave catching him in the 
shower. Dave sneaking a peek at him in some locker room after a show. Dave pinning him to the stinky couch. 
But never, in all his fantasies, had he imagined dancing with him to Elton John. This was a side of the fiery 
tempered redhead that David had never seen and could never believe existed if he wasn't being allowed to see 
it for himself. Dave was allowing him to see this. He was trusting David. The smile on younger man's face grew 


wider at that realization. 


As the song went on, Dave substituted "Junior" each time the name "Suzie" came up and David blushed Dave 
lifted their joined hands above their heads and twirled him around. David was becoming intoxicated by this 
sweet, flirtacious version of his friend. He swooned, his eyes fluttered closed and gradually, he stopped singing. 


He only wanted to hear and to feel Dave. 


Dave smirked as he continued to dance David around the room and serenade him. He knew what he was doing. 
He knew where this was going. And he wasn't ashamed, anymore, about the things he'd thought about Junior. 
The second the kid smiled and laid his hand on Dave's wrist, he understood that this was someone who would 
never tease him for liking Elton John, someone who put up with his bullshit and his temper, who took care of 
him. Someone who allowed Dave to take care of him. Someone who would never let him down and continually lift 


him up. Yeah, so what he was a dude. He was a really pretty dude. 


The song came to a close and Dave wrapped both arms around David's back and dipped him, forcing David's 


arms to wind around his neck to hold on The kid's eyes shot open and he inhaled sharply, startled by the dip 


and by the way Dave was looking at him. 

"Dave, |..what?..." He stammered. 

"Shut up, Junior." Dave grinned. "You like this, don't you? You like me?" 

"l." David was speechless. Was Dave teasing him? Trying to get a rise out of him, embarrass him? 

He felt Dave's large hands splayed against his back, easily holding him up, against his bare chest. Their faces 
were mere centimeters apart. All David had to do was close the gap and kiss him. And it would either destroy 


him or send him soaring. Or perhaps both. His eyes darted from Dave's wonderful, liquid caramel stare to his 
dampened, full, pink lips. 


"Gonna make me do everything here?" Dave softly murmured. 


"You mean you want..this..too?" David could hardly believe it. No. Dave couldn't want him, too. It just wasn't 
possible for so many reasons. His head swam with all the reeling thoughts and confusion. He'd resigned himself 
to believe that his fantasies would always be just that, something he should never think about and would 


never, ever come True. 


Instead of answering him, Dave's lips curled in a grin again and he slid one hand up David's back, into his hair 


and cradled his head. He began to pull David closer to finally taste that mouth that he'd coveted. 


The phone on the wall in the kitchen began ringing and surprised both men. Dave flinched and stood up straight, 
dropping David to the floor with a thud and a shocked yelp. He hurried over to the phone and yanked the 


receiver. 


"WHAT?!" He growled. 


Four 


David huffed and slowly stood up, rubbing his ass. He stared at Dave's expansive shoulder blades and rippled 
back, the muscles twitching with Dave's every move. The redhead leaned one hand against the wall, next to the 
phone and crossed his ankles. He was doing a lot of listening and not very much talking. David's lips curled as he 
considered approaching the other man and running his tongue over those shoulder blades. Fuck it, he thought. 


Dave was about to kiss him, wasn't he? 


It was about six steps. Only six steps to reach Dave. And it seemed to take an eternity. David pulled off his 
own t-shirt on the way. Right before he reached his friend, Dave slammed the receiver back into its cradle 
and turned around. He was about to say something to David when the younger man wrapped his arms around 
his waist and pressed his lips awkwardly against Dave's. David felt Dave's rough hands close around his 
shoulders. The kiss was not what he'd imagined his first kiss with Dave would be like. It was almost like kissing 
his brother. Dave's mouth was tense, rigid. 


"Junior." 

"Dave" The kid sighed, mistaking Dave's utterance of his name as one of desire. 

"JUNIOR!" 

David was startled by Dave yelling against his mouth and he back peddled a few feet. He stared at Dove, 
immediately regretting his bold decision. Dave had been teasing him, he didn't feel the same. And now David had 
taken it too far. He was sure Dave was going to kick him out of the apartment, out of the band, out of his life. 
‘lm sorry." He said very softly. 

"Good, because that was shitty." The redhead growled. 

| thought you wanted to." 

"You thought | wanted to share a weak kiss with you?" 

David lowered his eyes to the floor, his face felt like it was on fire. His hair curtained his view and he was 
thankful that it meant Dave couldn't see him, either. He felt him by his heat, by his presence, before he saw 
him.The younger man flinched when he felt Dave's fingers press underneath his chin. He braced himself, waiting 
for Dave to erupt and kill him for what he'd done. 

The passage of time had stopped Neither man moved. David began to sweat, waiting, wondering why his friend 
(‘we were still friends, at least, right?!) was merely keeping him on the hook like that. Dave, meanwhile, was 


watching the kid intently, watching the way he waited and suffered in silence. He didn't move his head away 
from Dave's hand, he just waited. Well, Dave could wait, too. He purposely softened his grip on David's chin, 


giving it a gentle stroke with his thumb. 

Dave smiled when David's pretty eyes met his. "Aren't you gonna ask who was on the phone?" 
David shook his head. Those eyes grew wider and he swallowed. 

"No? You always want to know who's on the phone. You're a nosy, little son of a bitch." 


The younger man found his voice again. If he fucked things up, he was going to make sure that, at the very 
least, he made Dave understand where he was coming from. "Whoever it was interrupted something more 


important to me." 
Dave laughed. "Important, huh?" 


David blushed again and tried to lower his eyes but Dave held his chin firmly in his hand. ‘Why is he dragging 
this out? Just kill me already! 


"Now, you want to try that kiss again?" 
David's eyes expanded again, staring into Dave's smiling, warm expression. ‘He's not going to kill me after all! 
"If it's weak this time, you can forget this whole thing. | ain't gonna -" 


"Oh, shut the fuck up, Dave." David muttered before he seized Dave's face in both his hands and yanked him 


toward him. 


Dave huffed in surprise as his free hand wrapped around the back of David's neck. The kid was determined to 
take Dave's breath away this time. He assumed Dave probably thought he had no real experience since he was 
some dumb kid straight off the farm. The redhead felt David's warm breath before his lips touched him and 
he closed his eyes. Dave's full lips twitched just before David covered them with his own slightly parted lips. 
He felt the warm, wet tip of David's tongue drag against his bottom lip before it determinedly slid past his lips. 
The grip on the back of David's neck tightened as Dave pushed his own tongue into the kid's mouth. The pair of 
men stood in the middle of their living room, kissing each other. David let his hands slid down Dave's bare 
chest, his fingertips curling into the soft, auburn hair he found there. Dave curled his fingers around the 
handful of hair he had on the back of David's head and gave it a gentle tug. The kid's head tilted back and Dave 
lowered his mouth to his neck. David pushed a gasp through clenched teeth when he felt his friend suck a 
patch of skin into his mouth and give it a sharp nibble. The older man's other hand was pressed flat against 
the small of David's back and pushed, forcing David to press further against Dave's body. 


"Dave." David sighed. His hands slid around the back of his roommate's head and into the beautiful red hair 


that David loved. The pressure forming in David's groin forced him to wiggle free from Dave's grip. 


He immediately turned away from Dave, coughing uncomfortably. 


"What the fuck, Junior?" Dave's voice was gruff and husky. 
"Just.too much." He mumbled as he tried to shift the painful evidence of his excitement. 
"Too much? | was just getting started" The redhead smirked. "You fucking cock tease." 


David grinned and rolled his eyes. "Yeah, I'm the cock tease." He didn't want to disappoint Dave, so he asked the 


question his roommate was expecting. "So who was on the phone?" 
"Nobody important." 


After the two ate the dinner David made, they plopped down on the stinky couch together to watch a VHS 


movie David brought home. 
"Hellraiser? | didn't know they made a movie about me, Junior." Dave winked at him. 


Neither man was focused on the movie, hard as they tried. They began the movie sitting on opposite sides of 
the couch, gradually inching closing to each other until David was snuggled against Dave's chest. Dave wrapped 
one arm around him and reached for his lighter and the joint he'd rolled earlier. He took a long drag and then 


turned David's face toward his and kissed him, letting the smoke pass between their mouths. 


David inhaled and giggled as he exhaled. Dave held the joint out for David and, instead of reaching for it with 
his fingers, the kid moved his mouth to it. Dave watched with hazy eyes as David closed his lips around the 
end. He drew on it and inhaled. Dave couldn't stop the next thought that invaded his brain. ‘Wouldn't those lips 


feel real good wrapped around my cock? 

The kid slid down until he was resting his head against Dave's thigh. They continued to pass the pot back and 

forth until it was burned down to a tiny nub. Dave snuffed it out in the ashtray beside him and then he took 
up stroking David's hair. The younger man smiled and purred. 

"Dave?" He began in a dreamy voice. 

"Yeah?" 

"That feels real good." 

The redhead didn't reply but looked down at the kid's soft, serene face. Dave really did think of him as pretty. 
The thick eyelashes that framed his bright eyes, the smooth, milky skin, strong jawline, and pouty bottom lip 

that Dave sometimes couldn't take his eyes of off all added up to one beautiful face. 


"Dave?" David asked again. 


"What?" 
"Can we buy a new couch?" 
Dave laughed softly. "Sure, Junior. We can get a new couch." 


"Good. | want it to smell good for you when your face is buried in it" The kid mumbled before he shifted on 


his side and nuzzled into Dave's hip. 
Dave took a handful of David's golden hair and clenched his fist, even though the smile on his lips was a mile 


wide. He had to hand it to the kid, Junior knew exactly when and how to really zing him. Not too many people 
had that ability. 


The couch wasn't brand new but it was new to them and it was a lot more comfortable. David was happy. And 


Dave was happy they were able to get this one into the apartment without it falling on his dick. 

David stood in front of it with his arms crossed over his chest. "You like it?" 

"Eh." Dave shrugged from beside him. 

"Eh?" 

"There's one thing | can think of that would make it better." 

"What?" 

And Dave wrapped his arms around David and tossed him onto the couch. 

"Dave! You're gonna break it!" David yelled just before Dave attacked him. 

David was on his back with Dave on top of him, straddling him. His hands traveled all over the kid's body, 
tickling him. David squirmed and squealed, trying to fight the redhead off. Dave caught the bassist's hands and 
pinned them to the arm of the couch, above David's head. He leaned down, letting his hair fall over David's 
face. The kid inhaled deeply, reveling in the silky, soft tendrils. 

"Do you think you'll ever cut your hair?" 


"Maybe. Why? Do you like it?" 


"| love it" 


"Then, just for you, I'll never cut it." Dave said with a sarcastic grin 

"Good" David ignored his sarcasm and instead, gazed into his roommate's caramel eyes. 
"Just how long have you found me so irresistibly sexy, Junior?" 

This time, David grinned. "A while. How long have you?" 

"What makes you think | do?" 


David blushed and replied in a whisper. "I can feel you." 


Five 

"Take me out to dinner. I'm tired of cooking," 

Dave looked up from the bag of pot he was rolling on the coffee table. "Take you out? Like a date?" 
David grinned. "Maybe." 


The younger man slowly approached Dave and positioned himself between the redhead and the coffee table, 
forcing him to lean back into the couch. David lowered himself to sit on Dave's thighs. 


"You might get lucky." 
Dave huffed and pushed David to his side, onto the couch. "Yeah, right" 


He didn't mean for it to sound so sarcastic. Okay, maybe he did. Dave had a raging case of blue balls since the 
first time he got hard over David, two weeks ago. It was as if he suddenly put on a pair of dick goggles. 
Everything Junior said and did now got him hard. Junior could be talking about the most mundane thing, like 
how it was going to rain tomorrow, and Dave would watch the bassist's lips and suddenly feel his dick spring to 
life. The kid hadn't slept in his own bed in two weeks. Dave would sometimes wander into his own bedroom, see 
him curled up in a ball in his bed and BAM, hard again. It was those nights when Dave really had to control 
himself. Part of him didn't care if Junior was asleep, didn't care if this was all new to them both, didn't care if 
he scared the kid away for good. He wanted him. He stood over the bed and imagined ripping the sheets away 
from Junior, pulling his shorts off and pinning him down. He imagined Junior struggling underneath him, 


screaming, being terrified of the pain. 


And whenever he got to that part, he felt ashamed of himself. He violently beat another man that threatened 
to hurt Junior, yet here he was imagining the same thing. No, even if it killed him, he had to wait until Junior 
was ready and comfortable in taking this huge next step. With an odd sense of pride and self-satisfaction, Dave 
slid into bed and spooned Junior, pulling his hair away from his neck and tenderly kissing him there. 


Make no mistake, however, he was still frustrated as shit. 

David stood up and slid behind Dave, sitting his ass on the top of the couch, a leg on either side of Dave's 
shoulders. He took the long mane of red hair that he loved so much and gathered it in one hand. Dave tried to 
get back to work on rolling when he felt David nudge his shoulder. He turned and David handed him a small, 
blown glass bowl. It was mostly clear with black and yellow swirls. Dave took it and smiled. 


"Where did you get this?" 


"Saw it when | was out before and thought of you." 


"IFs cool, thank you." He tilted his head back and David leaned over him and kissed his mouth. 


Another present, Dave thought, as he packed it. He really was too good to him. What had Dave done to deserve 
such a loving, loyal, sweet person in his life? He probably didn't deserve someone like David and he knew that. 
But Dave would be a fucking asshole to mess this up. 


He held the lighter to the bowl and took a long drag from it. Dave leaned back until his head was in David's 
crotch and he continued to feel the bassist's strong fingers in his hair. As the pot relaxed them both, David 
could feel Dave slowly and gently rubbing the back of his head directly against his groin It was strangely 
erotic and David felt his breath drawing short as the pressing friction of the cloth between his dick and Dave's 
head was driving him crazy. What he wouldn't give for Dave to turn around and put his mouth on him. David 
let his own head fall back and a quiet moan passed his open lips. When Dave tilted his head forward slightly and 
then pressed back rather quickly, David hissed and his back arched. Too much. The kid leaned a little too far 
back and lost his balance. He slid off the back of the couch and landed behind it, on the floor. 

"Fuck!" 


Dave jumped to his feet and knelt on the couch to look over the back. He found David laid out on his back, one 
hand rubbing his head, the other in his pants. The redhead burst into laughter. 


"Shut the fuck up, it's not funny!" 
"No, it's fucking hilarious! Goddamn, | wish | had a camera right now!" 
"Fuck you!" 


"Oh, fuck me?" Dave raised his eyebrows. He climbed over the back of the couch and fell on top of David. "Fuck 


me?" He started tickling his roommate. 
"Dave! Dave, no! Stop!" David screeched as he wrapped his arms around the redhead and tried to roll him. 


The pair rolled around the floor, laughing, fingers poking and tickling. David's teeth ended up on Dave's neck 
while Dave's hand ended up on David's ass. 


| want you." Dave hissed in his ear while his hand gave a firm, hard squeeze. 


David groaned and gave a harder nibble before he replied, "You can have me. Right after you take me out and 
wine and dine me." 


Dave planted his hand on the floor beside Junior's head and used it to left himself up. His hazy eyes stared 


down into David's. "You're serious? A date?" 


With a smug grin, David nodded. 


"You're killing me, Junior." 
"What? Did you think | was just going to be another cheap lay?" 
| was hoping." 


David rolled his eyes and wiggled out from underneath Dave. "I'm taking a shower. Pick someplace nice. And l'm 


locking the bathroom door." 
He smiled to himself when he heard an audible groan from the floor behind him. 


The only reason he was locking the door was because he was hard himself and needed to relieve that tension 
Naked, David stood still in the bathroom, waiting for the water to heat up. In his imagination, he heard Dave 
creeping down the hall and loudly knocking on the door. David's right hand slid down to his swollen member and 
gave it a light stroke. As the water was hot now, he stepped into the shower and slid the door closed. 
Imaginary Dave was demanding that he unlock the door. His hand was now stroking with a bit more vigor. 
Imaginary Dave was pissed because he initially told him no, he would not unlock the door. He pounded the door 


harder and harder until he broke the latch and the door swung open. 
"Junior, goddamn it!" Imaginary Dave bellowed as he forcefully ripped the shower door off its frame. 
David's hand squeezed tighter around his dick as he stroked faster over the image of an angry Dave. 


Imaginary Dave stripped his clothes off, flinging them around the room in a fury. He climbed into the shower 
and pressed David against the tiles. He growled into David's ear as a calloused hand pushed his own away and 


took over jerking him off. 


David's left hand swept across his chest and took a nipple between his fingers and pinched it as hard as he 
could, imagining his fingers were Dave's teeth. The bassist was so deep into his fantasy that when he climaxed, 
he yelled Dave's name. The fantasy immediately washed right down the shower drain, along with his come, and 
the kid stood, frozen, under the stream of hot water. He held his breath, repeating like a prayer in his head, 


‘Please don't let him hear me, please don't let him hear me: 


Of course Dave heard him. He'd been standing outside the door, debating if he should try to get in or not. His 
fist was poised, about to knock, when he heard Junior call his name. Initially, he was shocked. How the hell did 
the kid know he was out there? And then he heard a grunt following his name and realized what Junior was 
doing. A grin formed on his lips. David just peeled one off and called his name when he came. Innocent, little 


farm boy, huh? Not quite. Although, now Dave had himself a predicament. 


When he heard the shower door slid open, he was jerked from his thoughts and he hurried into his bedroom 


and closed the door. 


‘Someplace nice. | don't even know a nice restaurant: He thought as he pulled on his best pair of jeans and a 


black polo shirt 
They ended up at the Red Lobster and David could not have been happier. 
"| didn't know you were so easy to please" Dave told him. 

"I am when it comes to you" 


"Well, just so you know. I'm not that easy to please." Dave was trying to sound sexy but David almost spit out 


his drink 
"Tell me something | don't know." He scoffed. 


Dave silently glared at the adorable, feisty man across from him. 


Six 


Author's Notes: 
We\'re reached the end of our tale. Thank you everybody who got on board with my first Megadeth story. | 
really hope you enjoyed it. | could be persuaded to do more. 


David, Dave realized, might be a worse date than a chick. First, he spends way too much time in the bathroom. 


Now he ordered the steak and the lobster and a carafe of red wine. 
"You don't drink wine, Junior." 
"Tonight, | do." 


He was, by far, not what you'd consider a worldly man, but he still found it amusingly sweet every time David 
experienced something new. Aside from David's beautiful face and hard body, the redheaded man couldn't help 


but fall for David's lust for life and wide-eyed curiosity. 


Dave shook his head as he brought his bottle of Heineken to his lips. ‘Well, at least if he's wasted, I'll be able to 
get him into bed: 


When the waitress dropped off the check, she gave David a lingering glance. He winked at her and then turned 


to watch her walk away. 

"Excuse me." Dave said quietly. 

"What? Just looking." The bassist sweetly said. 
"Mm Hmm" 


He did drink too much of the wine and, in the cab home, David slid up against Dave. A hand slipped under his 
shirt while his other hand swept Dave's hair away from his cheek and neck 


"Come on, we're in a fucking taxi. Keep your hands to yourself” Dave scolded him. "Besides, maybe you'd rather 


have gone home with the waitress." 
"Aw, is my baby jealous?" the kid whined and started to unbutton Dave's jeans. 
"Junior!" ‘His baby?” Dave pulled Junior's hands away from his pants. "Wait." 


"But Dave!" 


"| said wait." Dave growled at the kid. 
At their building, Dave ushered Junior up the steps ahead of him and salivated over the kid's ass in his tight 
jeans. Inside their apartment, Dave barely got the door closed when Junior turned and flashed him one of those 


sweet, shy little grins. 


"You know, | thought | was going to have to use the fact that | bought you lobster and wine to get you out of 
your clothes tonight.” 


"Did you? | said | wasn’t a cheap lay. | didn't say you weren't going to get laid” 
"Does anybody else know that this whole doe-eyed, innocent little kid thing is an act or just me?" 
"| don't know what you mean." David coyly smiled. 


The redhead took him by the hand and pulled him down the hall, into the bedroom. The pair stood toe to toe, 


chest to chest and stared into each other's eyes. 

"Dave." The younger man began 

"Yeah?" 

"Um, | need to tell you something first. Because if | say it after, you might think | don't mean it" 
"What is it, Junior?" 

Dave watched the kid's lips part but no sound came from them. 

"Just Tell me." 

"Well, I." And a nervous hand ran through his golden hair. 

"Tell me before | toss you onto that bed and don't give you another chance. Just spit it out!" 
"Dave, |." 

"Fucking spit it out, damn it!" 

"| love you, okay?! | fucking love you! Jesus! You just have no fucking patience, Davel Its hard enough to tell 


someone that without that someone being Dave fucking Mustaine!" David exclaimed, his hands flailing in front of 


him in frustration. 


"Oh, shut the fuck up, Junior." Dave grunted and took the kid's face in his hands and kissed his open mouth. 
The older man's fingers stroked David's smooth skin as their tongues twisted and lapped at each other. He felt 
fingers tickle his waist as they grasped the hem of his shirt and pulled it up. The men had to separate to allow 
room between them for David to pull it over his head. Before he had a chance to reach for Dave's bare chest, 
his shirt was being lifted as well. 

Both men's hands slid along warm, smooth skin, from shoulders down the spine to the small of backs, around 
hips, up to their chests. Dave was apprehensive that David would feel strange, differently than a woman. And 
he did but Dave found that he liked it, a lot. He slid one hand under David's hair, to the back of his neck and 
pulled him into another kiss. Dave walked him back to the bed and laid the younger man down on his back. David 
gazed at him with wide eyes as he hovered over him. His body trembled slightly. 

"Are you nervous?" Dave asked. 

I'm afraid you will be disappointed in me." 

"Why would | ever be disappointed in you?" 


"Well, because I'm a dude. Not what you're used to.unless..have you ever?" 


"No. But you're not just a dude. You're my Junior." Dave gave him a wink before he lowered his mouth to 


David's neck. 
Dave continued to leave a trail of warm, wet kisses down David's chest to his trembling stomach. 


"Shh." He murmured softly as he kissed his abdomen and then his jutting hip bone. He sunk to his knees and 
pulled David's sneakers off and then his socks. He pulled one leg of his jeans off and then the other. 


David lifted himself onto his elbows and watched in amazement as Dave glided his hands up his calves, over his 


knees and onto his thighs. 
"Okay?" 
David swallowed nervously but nodded, 


"You can tell me to stop, you know. | don't know if | will but you can tell me if you need to.” Dave grinned and 


got a small laugh out of David. And then he slid his hands over the black cotton briefs, up to the waistband. 
David twitched. Dave's hands froze and then his fingers gently stroked the skin on the kid's hips. 


‘Its okay. | won't hurt you." 


"| know. Just nervous." 


"Isn't this what you imagined earlier, when you were in the shower?" As soon as it came from his mouth, he 


cringed. He knew David would be embarrassed. 


And he was. David wiggled away from him, up the bed, until his back was up against the pillows. 


"You..you.heard me?" 

Dave sighed and stood up. He pulled his jeans off, revealing to David his crisp white shorts sitting loosely on his 
hips, the legs of the shorts stretched taut over his strong, chiseled thighs. David's eyes swept over the 
redhead's chest and stomach and then dipped a bit lower, to the lovely bulge in Dave's shorts. 


"Yes, | heard you. Ju - David, don't be embarrassed. Hang on 


Dave stood up and walked out of the room. A couple minutes passed and David curled on his side, propping his 
head up on his elbow. When Dave returned, he smiled and held up the bowl David gave him, already packed. 


David sat up and watched Dave approach the bed again. The kid allowed him to push open his knees and settle 
between them. Dave slid his hand gently under David's chin and forced the kid to meet his eyes. 


"Don't be embarrassed. We'll figure all this stuff out together, okay?" He offered David the bowl. 

The younger man held it to his lips and let Dave light it. 

"That's good. Take a deep breath, let it relax you." 

The redhead continued to kneel between David's feet as they passed it back and forth. When it was finished, 
Dave leaned over and put the bowl and his lighter down on the bedside table. He watched David let his head fall 
back and slide a hand up his own chest. 

lm so fucking horny, Dave." 


He laughed softly. ‘All part of the plan, kid! 


Dave became a little paranoid that David read his mind when the kid suddenly picked his head up and gave him 


a scrutinizing stare. 


There was a pause before David quickly gripped Dave's shoulders and flipped him down onto his back. He was 
tired of this cat and mouse game. Tired of waiting for Dave to be the Dave he wanted, tired of his own 
hesitations. He covered the redhead with his body and snatched up his hands, pinning them against the 
mattress. Pretty, hazel eyes twinkled with mischief as they locked onto Dave's surprised caramel eyes. 


"Do you know what | really imagined?" David whispered before he stole a kiss. "I imagined that you were angry 


with me and barged into the bathroom and ripped your clothes off. You got into the shower with me and put 


your hands on me and jerked me off while you were biting my nipples.’ 
"Jesus fuck, Junior." Dave groaned. "I thought you were nervous. What are you doing to me?" 


David let his right hand slip down Dave's arm, down his rib cage, to his hip and finally into Dave's shorts. 
"Making you hard, | think. I'm through being nervous. So what I've never been with a man before? Most of it's 
the same, right?" 


"Well, not really.’ 


David rolled his eyes. "You know what | mean" And then he kissed Dave again, slipping his tongue past Dave's 


plump, luscious lips. Dave tasted of cigarettes and beer and sex. 


David used his mouth and tongue to blaze a hot, wet trail down his roommate's chest, pausing to lap and suck 
at the course, red hair between the pectorals. Large, strong fingers worked their way into David's hair as he 
continued down to Dave's navel. Again, he swirled his tongue through the hair there before dipping it inside and 
tickling the man underneath him. David giggled when Dave's hands tightened in his hair and he hissed. 


"Junior, please." 
"Please? You know how to say please?" 
"God, stop fucking teasing me!" 


The kid glanced up at Dave's face and then hooked his fingers in the waistband of his shorts. Dave's lips 
twitched in a grin as he raised his ass off the bed to allow David to pull the shorts down his legs and off. 
When the bassist turned back to a fully naked redhead, he gasped softly. 


"Damn, you are so hot" He mumbled before he climbed back on the bed, between Dave's legs. David laid small, 
butterfly kisses up the inside of one of Dave's thighs as he felt hands land back on his head. He inched his way 
slowly to his target and, without the hesitation Dave expected, David nuzzled his nose and lips against Dave's 


erection. 


As those beautiful lips and tongue pleasured Dave, he squeezed his eyes closed He swept his fingers through 
David's soft, golden hair and it dawned on him. He was, again, on the receiving end of something wonderful and 


thoughtful from David. As incredible as it felt, Dave stopped him. 
"Hey." He said gently. 


David let Dave's dick slide out of his mouth and looked up. "What's the matter? Was it bad? Was | doing it 


wrong?" 


The older man laughed. "No, baby. It wasn't bad at all" And he wriggled out from underneath the kid. 


As he pushed David down onto his back, he grinned at him. "It's just that you're always doing everything for 
me and, sure, you taught me how to say ‘thank you' but now | think | can show you how thankful | am." 


He pulled David's underwear off and looked down at the body laid out before him. David's hair fanned out 
across the mattress, the wide-eyed smile on his perfect face, his tanned chest and arms, tapered waist, 
washboard stomach, and.. oh. A huge, toothy smile spread across Dave's face. 

"Junior! | guess maybe | should call you ‘Senior’. Where have you been hiding that thing?" 

David giggled shyly. "Shut up." 

‘lm serious! Look at it! It's like a baby's arm holding an apple. Jesus fucking Christ” 

"Dave!" 

"Is that how they grow them on the farm?" 


"| guess so. Lots of fertilizer." 


The two men stared at each other as David's joke sunk in. And then they erupted in laughter. Dave fell on top 
of the kid and kissed him in between their giggles. 


"Okay, I'm going down there. Don't hurt me." 
"| won't but | can't speak for Senior." 


Dave gave the kid one last grin before scooting down on the bed, in between his knees, and cautiously giving 
the head of David's dick a kiss. David let out a happy sigh and wound his fingers into Dave's hair. The singer 
used his mouth to work David over, sucking and licking, while a hand firmly massaged his balls. The younger 
man was in heaven. He didn't want to believe that his fantasies about Dave could ever come true. They were 
supposed to remain just that. But here he was, flat on his back, naked, in Dave's bed, with Dave pleasuring him. 
Okay, it wasn't quite how he'd pictured it. Dave wasn't growling in his ear or roughly jerking him off, he was 
being sweet and gentle. But that was working just fine, too. He could work up to growling and being rough. After 
all, there was plenty of time in the future for it. Right? 


Dave wiped his hand across his lips and slid back up, alongside David. 
"Was it good?" 


"Are you fucking kidding? Dave Mustaine just sucked me off. It was fucking incredible." 


"Junior." Dave grumbled. 


The kid wrapped an arm around Dave's neck and leaned over to kiss his forehead. "It was fucking incredible." He 


repeated. 

At the first crack of dawn, Dave slithered out from underneath the peacefully sleeping beauty and looked down 
at him as he pulled on his clothes. ‘You belong to me’ He thought with a smile. He grabbed a morning smoke as 
he headed out the door. 

When he returned to the apartment, Dave found Junior still sound asleep. Now he was curled up in a ball, 
hugging Dave's pillow against his chest. The redhead sat down on the edge of the bed and ran his fingers softly 
through Junior's hair. 

The younger man snorted and twitched before he uncurled his body and stretched his arms and legs. 

"Good morning!” Dave happily chirped. 

"Mmm, good morning. What are you doing up so early?" 

"It's after nine, kid." 

"So? Come back to bed" David pushed the sheets of his body and reached for his .boyfriend? 

"Nope. Get up. | have something to show you." 

"You do? What is it?" David's face lit up at the thought of Dave giving him another surprise. 

‘Guess you'll have to come and find out" Dave stood up and walked out of the room. 

David hopped up out of the bed and hurried after him. 

"Not even gonna put clothes on?" 

"Why bother?" David grinned. 

"Innocent, little farm boy, my ass." 


"If innocent little farm boy ends up in your ass, he isn't so innocent anymore, is he?" 


"If you think that thing is going in my ass, you either have no idea just how big it is or you have no idea how 
fucking tight an ass is. Either way, no." 


David giggled as he wrapped his arms around Dave's waist and rested his chin on a shoulder. "We'll work up to 


it. What did you get me?" 


Dave turned and glared at him, his mouth open in surprise. 


On the kitchen counter, sat a bag of apples and a bag of caramel squares. 
"Show me how to make caramel apples because that's the color of your eyes, too." 
David squealed in delight. "Really?" He immediately reached for the bag of caramel. 


"Wait." Dave closed a hand around David's wrist. He took a deep breath. "You know I'm eventually going to fuck 
this up, right?" 


"No, you won't. It's easy. All you have to do is melt - " 
‘tm not talking about the apples." 


David smiled "Neither am |." 


